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wore on the singing became less coherent and there were Rabelaisian snatches such as:
Jumping through the hole, jumping through the hole— I always keep my trousers clean when jumping through the hole.
Then (to the tune of "The Yanks Are Coming"):
For the Airborne's coming, and we'll keep things humming, And we won't go back till it's over over there.
As the evening went on a more solemn note crept in. Somebody with a fair tenor voice was hoisted on to a table and began to sing "Seated one day at the organ." It was a new version, for at the end he suddenly turned it into "Jerusalem" and two or three hundred lusty voices joined in as moving a spontaneous performance as I have heard.
It is a commonplace that men reveal their religious natures when faced with mortal danger. This sincere and unpremeditated hymn singing was far more impressive than the stereotyped mumbo-jumbo of a formal service would have been. Here men were drawn together, on the eve of battle, into a warm and affectionate comradeship—a true Christian fraternity. The sad and paradoxical aspect was that they could only love one another because they had combined to hate and murder somebody else. Such is life —the greatest hate engendering the greatest love; the greatest violence the greatest heroism.
The singing died and the room began to empty. I found myself in conversation with a red-headed corporal parachutist whom I loved like a brother though he was unknown to me. His talk was a mixture of reminiscence, braggadocio and gloomy prophecy. He had jumped in Normandy and felt that his luck could not last. "I'm gunna get one right in the stomach, sir. I know it," was his theme. Then he would roar with laughter and gulp at his beer. I went to bed with his flesh-creeping descriptions of his own coming death agonies revolving in my mind.
That night there was an air raid, one of the ineffective tip-and-run affairs which the Germans interspersed with flying-bomb and rocket attacks. How strange if a casualcome into my head oiresented roads, railway tracks and hedges. The captain who had brought in the pictures then pointed to a group of farm buildingsat the camp entrance,. If the weather is unfavourable, theram into two jeeps. We then began to speed through London's traffic, heading past Marble Arch and through Bayswater, keeping up a\ ,                          The delay might run to hours.   On the other hand
